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"The Princess In The Teflon Slipper" kind of fits
the first label; though there were good laughs,
there was a lot· of silliness where there could
have been wit.
I was delighted to see a story by Charles de
Lint, whose books I enjoy, but I don't think I
need to waste space commenting on his work.
thought
that "Mourning Light" was n;;-rly as good
-- the prose was the best in the magazine, with
humor keeping an otherwise straightforward-seeming story firmly this side of cliche.
1 had some
problems with the motivation of characters
in the
middle of the tale (it seemed lo be edging toward
farce> but thal is a small quibble.
Another story I found very impressive was
"The Accuser," whose exquisitely slow pace intensified very little action.
My next favorite
was "The Troll Boy."
I
liked everything
about this tale, except it seemed to me that a crucial element was left out:
why did Agnar come to be the way he did?
(Could
it be the author has another story in that?)
Tied with that was the short-but-dehohtful
"In
Pursuit Of Precious Things."
I fell very ambivalent
about "The Woodsman,"
though I read it with fascination.
Like the

"'I

t-i

•ovie "Dragonalayer,"
I find 20th Century lack of
morals or lack of raison d'etre,
when cobbled
awkwardly into the form of fairy tales, to be
just dreary and disappointing.
Why bother?
There's enough of that in mainstream lit.
"Talking Sword" had a good idea, but needed
some heavy editing, I felt.
The prose was unnecessarily clumsy,
"Mohawk" was fun, at first,
but didn't seem to know where it was going.
Lest I sound loo critical in this first response, I will stop at that, .and add that I read
everything
here with interest.
I was also pleased to see the "Youth" section, and I hope you
will continue with it!
Thanks for doino what looks like a LOT of
work.
Mary-Edith
Bridges
Seattle, WA
How nice to have so•eone recognize
lhe labor -it's not all atorv days and clld•Paone.
In fact,
there's been no cha11pagne whatsoever!
Uaiter,

lfeiter-- Over here!

E
by
Ronald C. Morgan II

Arthur O'Malley,
travelling through
Ireland to visit his brother, came to a sign
near the entrance of a forest.
The sign
read, "Warning I Haunted Forest."
"Haunted forest," Arthur thought, "what
nonsense!"
He passed
the sign and entered the
forest.
After several yards, he saw another
sign.
"Last warning.
Come no further."
He passed the sign and pushed his way

through tall weeds and vines that blocked his
path.
After some time, he came out into a
clearing.
about a hundred feet away was a huge
mansion, very old, and starting to sag at one
side.
It looked like the perfect place for
someone
to hide
a treasure,
which was
obviously the only reason to try to keep
people away, unless you believed in ghosts.
Be crossed the field and climbed the

long flight of •teps to the front door, which
opened with a loud creak.
The corridor
was long and dark.
He
could see dust,
nearly an inch
thick,
covering the floor.
There was a thick, musty
smell in the air.
He could dimly see several
doors along the corridor.
He felt the dust.
It had been there a
long time, he decided,
so he was probably the
first person who'd been in the house for many
years, and the treasure,
if there was one,
certainly must •till be there somewhere.
He opened
the doors,
which led into
small
rooms:
a trophy
room,
a study,
a
library,
and a living room.
He checked all
of
them,
but
found
no trace
of any
treasure.
The last door led to the kitchen,
and a
door to the right of that room led to a
staircase
winding upstairs.
It was so dark
on the stairs that he couldn't
see a thing,
so he held
tightly
to the handrail
and
climbed slowly up.
The staircase
led· to another
corridor
lined with doors.
All led to bedrooms
in
varying stages of decay, the last being the
master bedroom, which seemed well preserved.
By this time, he was tired, and decided
to rest !or awhile in e large room.
"After
all," he thought, "I'm the only one in the
house,
so that makes me the master."
After eating a meagre dinner of cold
beans
which
he'd
packed
in the sack he
carried on his back, he lay down to sleep on
the large bed, which seemed incredibly soft.
Sometime
later he woke up, wondering
He listened, and heard
what had wakened him.
footsteps
coming down the corridor towards
the room he was in.
He hid in the closet, planning to jump
whoever it was if they came in.
The footsteps stopped in front of the
door.
He listened intently, hoping whoever
it was would turn and leave, but a moment
later he heard a crash as the door was kicked
open,
and the footsteps came in, stopping
right in front of the closet door.
He waited for whoever it was to open the
door and find him, but the room was silent.
At last, unable to take the suspense any
longer,
he flung the door open.
Lying next
to the bed were two feet.
Before he'd recovered
from the eerie
shock, he heard something heavy come thumping
down the hallway.
ne wasn't
surprised when
the door swung open and two legs crawled over
to the bed and fell over.
He flung the door open and ran into the
hall,
almost bumping into a body crawling
towards the master bedroom,
stomach muscles
bunching and flexing,
causing it to slither
along like a snake.
He stared in horror as it passed him and
entered the room.
In a moment,
he saw two
arms come towards him,
moving themselves
along by bending
and straightening
their
elbows.
He couldn't
take it any longer.
The
parts weren't
doing anything,
and he had a
feeling they wouldn't
until the head came.
He raced down the steps and nearly stepped on
a hand,
coming up the porch steps walking on
its
fingers,
its
right-handed
companion
beside it.

•The head's
almost here I" he thought.
What could he do?
wait.
He had one chance.
He hurried back to the room and ran to the
window.
Looking down, he could see the head
rolling towards the house.
"I'll wait until it comes in," he said
to himself, "then jump."
As soon as the head went through
the
front
door,
he swung
himself
onto
the
windowsill,
and
started
to
jump,
but
something
held him back.
Looking over his
shoulder, he •aw the two hands had somehow
gotten onto the window and were holding his
shirttail.
He struggled to free himself from
them, but it was too late.
The head
came through
the door and
rolled over to the window.
It stared up at
him, eyes red, and said in a hoarse voice,
"Don't go.
Please help me."
"Do ... do you want me to .•. bury you?"
Arthur asked, remembering that that was what
most ghosts wanted.
"No," it said,
"I want you to put me
back together."
He pried the hands free and flung them
at the head, knocking it over.
"Put me back together," it moaned,
"if
you don't, someone
will,
someday,
someone
else who's
not afraid of Nedesca's
warnings,
and then I'll get you.
I swear
it, by
Samhain and Hecate."
"You can't hurt me the way you are now?"
the man asked, climbing down from the window,
fear replaced by curiosity.
"No,"
the head said,
"I am at your
mercy."
It stared up at him and said,
"But I
will pay you well.
Money means nothing to
me ...
"What
am I supposed
to do?"
Arthur
asked. He could use the money.
"Simply
put me back together.
Press
firmly until you know I'm reattached,
but
make sure you don't put me together crooked."
Arthur picked
up a foot and a leg and
pressed
them carefully
together.
He was
surprised
to hear a faint 'click.'
He
continued until the figure was in one piece.
The man stretched himself, making sure
he had been fitted together correctly.
Then
he said,
"You'd better go.
Nedesca will be
here soon.
He knows you helped me."
"Who?"
"Nedesca,"
the man,
who was obviously
not entirely
human,
explained,
"another
wizard.
He used a shattering
spe 11 to make
me break up into the horror you saw."
The
wizard
shivered.
He was still
shaken from
the experience.
"If you' re a wizard,"
Arthur said, "then
why didn't
you just
put yourself
back
together?"
"Because
my power is affected
by the
condition my body is in.
I was barely able
to move about.
My life force was already
fading by the time you came."
"Then your threat to get me was just
scare tactics,
eh?"
The wizard seemed to be listening to
something.
"Go now," he said, "he's
coming I"
The wizard pointed his hand at Arthur.
Everything went black for a moment, then he
found himself back at his home,
a pile of
money beside him.
Two days later, he was awakened to see
the wizard standing in his room, dressed in a

bright red robe, amiling.
"You ....on, I aee,"
eaid Arthur aleepily.
"Yes," the wizard said,
"I just came to
thank you."
He bowed and faded away like a
ghost.
Arthur rolled over and went back to
sleep.
Arthur enjoyed his money for several
weeks.
Then, out on another trip, he saw a
cave with a "keep out" sign on it.
He went
in,
thinking
he'd
help
some
troll
or
something and get another reward,
and ended
up getting caught by the sidhe.
"Don't worry,"
one of the faeries
assured him as it led him to the mine he was
supposed to work in, "you'll only be here for
three hundred years."

THE

HOMECOMING

by Janet P. Reedman

"Go home," the wind aighed through the trees,
~Ge home,•
the stream cried,
running fleet,
·c~, home," wailed the grass under his feet,
"Winter brings yet another freeze-Cold is the castle that you've left;
The woman in her robes of blue,
Who pledged eternal love to you,
Is dwelling
there, and bereft."
He turned and galloped down the path;
Clouds bunched on the edge of the dales,
Or was it smoke in darlking veils
That rose before the great storm's wrath?
He reaches his door in the rain;
Dampness glistens on fallen leaves,
As the bereaved knight kneels and grieves;
His beloved household has been slain.
And as he kneels, bowing his head,
"You're too latel"
the icy winds scream,
"Alas!"
murmurs the lonely stream;
Mute grass wraps the bones of the dead.
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TIGER
by
S. Dorman

In the Kingdom of One Million Elephants,
where the tigers are holy, there is a tribe of
people called Kha )(ho. They live in the purple
mountain& where the Mekong. River spills.
There
are the oldest and brownest of the Southeast
Asian tribes.
This is becai,;~. when the great
pumpkin of tribes was cut open with a hot knife
the Kha Kho, like seeds, were the first to tumble
out and their skin was seared by the heat of the
knife.
It is in this land that the swift gray rains
of Hyam Fon, the rainy season, beat down on the
little Deng and his mother as they travel over
the mountain.
In the rain Deng hears a gibbon singing,
Looking up he sees the gibbon, a black ape with
white hands, hanging from a palm branch.
Suddenly, the gibbon drops a big nut that bounces
sharply off the boy's toe.
"Ow!"
Dropping his mother's hand, Deng grabs up
the nut and chases after the gibbon.
It swings
high into the treetops, so he runs along the
ground under the trees.
"Come back, Deng!
Come back!" cries hi&
mother in great distress.
However, Deng feels he must fling the nut
back at the silly gibbon.
He runs fast, but is
soon left behind by the tail-less black gibbon.
So he drops the nut and turns back, calling
through the storm to his mother.
But the rain of
Nyam Fon, which washes the green jungle, drowns
all Deng's shouts.
Wandering in wide circles
he calls, "Mother!
Mother!"
Only the thunder answers.
After many hours he finds shelter under a
hut that is perched on stills.
Deng is soaked;
he sneezes but he is so tired that he soon cries
himself to sleep,
The light is pale when the morning comes to
the Kingdom of One Million Elephants.
The sun is
still out of sight, cooling in the mountains.
A
mist hes in the valleys below.
Deng is still sleeping. The mo sado, a name
that means medicine man, comes out on the porch
of his grass
hut with a bowlful of rice liquor in
his hands.
It took many hours to distill the
rice liquor and this is his last bowlful· of it.
Beneath the hut, a spider scurries across
Deng's nose, waking him.
Last night's
rain drips
from the •Id•• of the hut, b•adin9 the many webs
that are spread underneath
it.
Deng begins to
study the spiders who sit quietly in the middle
of each web waiting for flies.
Unknown to him, mo sado stands on the porch
of the grass hut gazing out across the misty valleys.
With the last bowl of rice liquor in his
hands, he starts down the rickety
steps to the
ground.
At this moment, Deng, who is following a
centipede,
pops his head between the top and second steps.
"Yiiii!" Mo sado stumbles over the boy.
He
lands on his seat in the mud. His morning drink
has spilled into last night's puddles.
He turns
and sees Deng.
"Monkey!
The phi pop will tor•ent your body
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